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SLOPER’S LATEST NOYELTY. 

“If Poor Pa’s advice had been accepted, William Holland’s Show at Covent Garden Theatre would have been one of the successes of the season; but 
William is extremely self-willed when he likes, and even Dad’s offer to lend him the Sloper Twins and the Family Gingham failed to impress the genial manager 
of Blackpool fame. Parachute descents, he says, are decidedly ‘off’ at the present time, and Papa’s was decidedly no exception to the general rule. Rather 
otherwise, in fact. My unfortunate Parent is now negotiating for the hire of Covent Garden Theatre on his own behalf.’ —Toortsiz. 


SOME UNSOLVED PROBLEMS. THE ONE-POUND NOTE. 


In 1821 lived a Mrs. Peck, the wife of n Captain Peck, of 
Dublin, and Mrs. Peck was the authoress of several novels. 

Somehow the Pecks were a bit off peck connubially, art 
they lived apart. Whether their quarrel arose out of 
Mrs. Peck’s novel-writing or Captain Beck's partiality fors 
Miss Thompson, alias Bailis,“a native of England,” dors 
not appear; but what is most important is that Bridget 
Butterly, who was in Captain Peck and Miss Thompson's 
service, was turned away by the captain, and vowed ven- 


geance. 

After leaving the captain's service, Bridget went to lod 
at a house in Summer Place, Dublin, where she made tho 
acquaintance of Bridget Ennis, lodging in the same house. 
The latter proposed, after a few days’ acquaintance, to visit 
England, and Butterly, approving of the idea, offered to 
provide the necessary funds for the journey by robbing 
Captain Peck’s house. They agreed todo this on March 28th, 
and having watched outside until they saw the captain ancl 
his servant leave, ing a market basket, Bridget Butterly 
went up and knocked at the door. 

Miss Thompson received her with great kindness, shook 
her by the hand, and took her into the parlour. Ina few 
Binnie Brake Knvcker at the a be on, panini ple 
sion, whispe! utterly to put a handkerchief roun iss 
Leite glary rs Salvia ee oe anerre his lip legge tel arabe mag ity lary Ss Thompson's mouth to prevent her giving an alarm, This 

, should be termed a refcrec ? she immediately did, and dragged the poor young lady 


34 


downstairs into the kitchen, where she left her until Ennis had 
borne off a small trunk and desk in which was money to a con- 
siderable amount, 

On going away, Ennis called out from the top of the kitchen 
stairs, * Butterly, don’t injure the young lady, on your life.” But 
she had no sooner closed the door than “a jealous fury took posses- 
sion of the atrocious wretch, and, snatching up the poker, she 
struck her victim again and again upon the head until life was 
extinct.” The sight of death, however, seems to have softened her 
heart, for she afterwards stated that she raised the body and wept 
over it. 

On arriving back at her lodgings, she was alarmed to find that 
Ennis had not returned, and remained there in a state of great 
agitation until her accomplice made her appearance with the stolen 
property. The first ides that occurred to this worthy couple was 
that a cup of tea would be refreshing, so, taking a bank-note, Ennis 
went with it toa grocer's shop close by, She there bought the tea, 
and offered the note in payment, calling it a one-pound note. 

The grocer picked it up and stared at it, and then stared at his 
customer. The note was of the value of ten pounds, He began to 
ask an number of questions, and Ennis was evidently much fright- 
ened. He then sent fora constable. 

Meanwhile, Captain Peck’s servant, who had followed her master 
tothe market, returned, and not gaining admission, looked through 
the window into the kitchen, where she caught sicht of her mis- 
tress lying on the floor, Giving the alarm, the door was soon 
broken open, and the robbery and murder being made known, the 
wreatest excitement was created by this midday crime, and crowds 
gathered round the house. 

During this time, Ennis, who had been taken te the police- 
station, gave the address of her lodgings, where Butterly was found 
with the rest of the money, the small trunk and desk. The 
wretched women were no sooner committed to prison than they 
acknowledged their guilt, and through the influence of the priest 
who pee them, Captain Peck recovered his money, 

On May Ist they were tried and convicted, and on Monday, the 
4th. in front of Kilmainham Gaol, the two Bridgets were exccut 
amidst a vast concourse of spectators. 
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ARFTERR THE LECKTERR. 
the souns off ooffs is gettin neerer. 
thenn a voist. 
itt iss the despritt boi, 
maddelly we tare alongg. 
wee ar neer onn ded. 
the souns off iss oofis iss closer still. 
wot a boi! 
o evins} 
(Neat week,“ The Quecn's Sister”) 
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*.* Corresnondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped encelope large enough to contain the 
coatributivns submiticd. Do uot inclose loose stamps. 


Much obliged, but space is wanting Just at present, R. F. G. 
Thanks for cutting, ARTHUR TALBOT. What a beane it must be! 
Sorry that we cannot, HaronD; Jt’s a hundred miles, at least. 
ALLY ras, of coursc, A MEMBER, Bidden to the gruesume feast. 
No, we thank you, C.F. W1Ls0n. Only for the day, ¥.8. Once 
or tice we fancy. DARKEY. Send them in, by all mans, BESS. 
Hardly fair on you, SUBSCRIBER. Still, you hare yourself to 
blume. All are more or less, AN ARTIST, Writ upon the scroll of 


Lame. —_—— 
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NINB CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150 


Wal he paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall Mis to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part the United Tingeee 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of " ALLY SLOrER’s HALF- 
Howipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLoreR’s HALF-Houmpay” ts published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Inaurance lasts one weck from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


Lushington. Do you happen to know where I could find a giass- 
blower's shop? 


Friend, Can't say I do. 
for? 

Lushington, Why. my doctor has restricted me to one glass of 
whisky a day, and J want to sce if I can get a glass made which 
will hold a quart. +? 


But what on earth do you want one 


THE Robinsons have Iately taken sittings at Dr. Canter’s church, 
and the other morning, when Mr. R. was dressing, there were some 
suspicious sounds upstairs, which seemed very much like ejacula- 
tions of some kind or another, and when the old man came down- 
stairs he observed, “ Look here, Maria, now that we've joined the 
church I think it will be as well if I have studs for my shirts 
instead of buttons, for, when all the buttons are off, es vecially this 
cold weather, it is certainly not conducive to sanctity.’ 


s 
To be appropriately clothed, 
A millionaire should deck 
His person in a suit entire 
Of most colossal “ cheque.” 


* 
Sopson, T never knew Briggs was a tectotaler before. 
Friend, He isu't. ; ee 2 
Sopaon, But | saw him with a blue ribbon in his buttonhole this 
morning. 
Friend. Blue ribbon? Ah, yes, of course ; he told me he always 
keeps a bit handy to slip ou when de sees a drink cadger coming. 


* 
Fair Young Guest. Oh, do tell me, who is that very hideous man 
with the long hair and the dirty collar that everybody is making 


sha fuss of? 
Siti Hush, my dear! that is the man who does the “Smart 
Functions” in Swellish Society. : 
Fair Young Guest. Oh, do—do introduce me! 
to know what I’ve got on, perhaps. 


Ie might like 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-KROLIDAY.s 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 610.—The “Constantinople” Costume. 


“Enlightened citizens who take in 
my paper, and born fools who do not, 


‘Iam to-day,’” etc., etc. Muleopards. 


ia i 
Aunt, What do you like best about schoul life, Johnnic ? 
Johnnie. The holidays. 


ARMOURE 


7 


Several masculine subscribers have 
been asking A. SLOPER to design a 
tasty costume for the cold weather. 
Well, here it is at lags. What do you 
think of 1t? 


YE DAYS OF OLDE. 


“Gramercy, boy! give mea penny 
shine, and afterwards give ny armour 
twopenn‘orth of polish.” 


@, 
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{ Saturday, February 8, 1894. 


First Friend. You'll find this » most excellent hotel. I've been 
here a fortnight, and though I am somewhat particular, I can 
assure you that there is absolutely mers J to grumble at. 

Ncoond Friend. Nothing to grumble at? It won't suit me, then. 
Why, if there is nothing else to grumble at, the wife always turns 
round on me. No, thank you, I think I'll go to the other one. It 
may not be so comfortable, but it will be safer. 


s 

Wuar becomes of the old gowns of the Serpentine dancers ? 
Why. we know of one that was cut up last December and made 
into ballet skirts. “I suppose they made about half-a-dozen out of 
it?” “Half-a-dozen, you beetroot-headed old joss-stick—nothing 
o’ the sort—there was enough muslin to supply just a score and a 
half of the ballet at the Tootsicum Hall of Varieties. 1 do own, 
though, that if the ‘Serpentines’ hadn't been sold off that way 
they wouldn't have made more than seventy brace of white veils.” 


s 
THE girl who's never told a cram— 
Has never, I'll engage, 
Been asked before « court of law 
To give her proper age. 


s 
Uncle. Wonderful the advances that have been made in travel- 
ling facilities! Fancy being able to get to New York for £3 ina 
steamer! 
Nephew. Pooh ! that’s nothing, my dear uncle; you can get all 
the way to Constantinople in a ‘bus ‘or sixpence. 


s 
Magistrate. You say you have no visible means of support? 
Prisoner. No, your worship. 
Magistrate. What is your occupation ? 
Prisoner (proudly), Vma racing tipster, your worship. 


s 
_Knight of the Napkin ( persuasicely). Remember the waiter, 
sir. 
Diner (going). Vm not likely to forget him. A more beastly, 
inattentive one I never came across. Good evening. 


s . 
First Small Boy. Only get threepence a week pocket money, do 
you? Whata lms you ain't got a grown-up sister like mine! 
Second Small Boy, Do you get some from her, then? 
First Small Boy. Not she! but the fellow who comes after her 
gives me a shilling a time to stop out of the parlour when he calls. 


s 
THERE'S a stage-manager we know at Daly's who's so bally hand- 
some that a conspiracy is atloat among the chorus tarts to poison 
him and have him petriticd, so that he sha’n’t be worn away out of 
this hollow world by perpetual kissing. 


a 
Biggs. Why did you borrow that half-crown of me to pay for 
that drink with Sponger? You had a fiver this morning. 
Baggs. 1 know that; but I was afraid Sponger would want to 
borrow something, if he knew it, 


* 
Teacher (trying to get pupil to spell “grace”), What is it your 
father i do Gators dionen, Johnny? , 

Johnny. Oh, T know! “If it ain't on the table in another tive 
minutes, (——d if I don’t go out and dine at the club.” 


s 
THERE was 2 young fellow named Sam, 
Who aiipped as he sapped from a tram ; 
As he wiped off the mud, 
The dirt and the blood, 
He couldn’t help uttering —well, what do you think? 


s 
Youthful Athicte. Vm afraid we sha'n't be able to form our 
sone club after all, We want two more guines petrons, at 
enst, 
Father. No difficulty about that, my boy. Ask the doctor and 
the undertaker to subscribe. They wouldn't see the scheme col- 
lowe for twice that sum, I know. . 


o 
A, What a very shabby-looking old man that gardener of yours 
is! His clothes are really dreadful ! 
B. Well, yes, they are; but then, one naturally expects a gar- 
dener to be a bit seedy, eh? Oh, confound it, don't ! 


s 
Durixe the late hard frost, when green stuff was worth its 
weight in coppers, we heard an old woman ina greengrocer’s shop 
not a hundred miles from Maiden Lane ask for “a penn’orth of 
onions and parsley mixed, and not too much parsley.” 


s 

Ethel. How do you get on with your fiancé, dear? 

Maud. Oh, he's a perfect wary He’s always wanting to get 
married ! So absurd, you know ; the first time I have been engaged 
and all, ae 

* 

SucH a man as Jemmy Sharpus isn’t born every quarter of a 
blue moog. He was that pharp teat when he was only five and 1 
half he raised a bill of sale (taken out in 24d. and two ounces of 
Everton toffee) on his sister's doll’s house. When he was seven 
he wanted to bring an action for trespass against his grandmother. 


s 
At the Railway Station, 
First Spinster. There's r dear Mrs. Quiverful, she’s been 
waiting an hour for a wretch of a husband. 
Second Spinster (a little younger), That's nothing, dear; you've 
been waiting longer than it. . : 


s 
Opposing Counsel, And you maintain that defendant assaulted 
you, ch, my man? : 
Rural Prosecutor (determined not to commit himself). No, 1 
don't. I never said nothing about no saltin’. All I said was, ’o ‘it 
me over the ‘ead twice, and kicked me in the ditch. 


s 
1 PRAISED her lovely golden locks, 
Until one windy day 
A gust of wind blew down the strect 
And blew the lot away. 


* 

Mrs. Strukile. My dear Emmie, I’m astonished at you, and after 
all the trouble your pa has spent on your education, too. 

Coa iakade Why, what's the matter, mamma? What have 1 done 
now 
Mrs. Strukile. Why, I heard you say, just now, “I've a bone to 
ick with you, Captain Dashleigh.” ‘The idea! as if you didn't 
now that it’s horribly vulgar to nick your bones in company. 


s 
Master. Wilson, Minor, tell me the comparative of broke. 
Wilson, Minor, Broke—er—er—broke— rokers, sir. 
[And though he was sent doren last, he wasn't s0 
; far off after all, 


s 
Innocent Young Man, What a lovely complexion Miss Sweety 


as. 
His Companion, It’s about time she had a fresh one, for she’s 
used Saunders’s face powder for the last ten years to my knowledz«. 


Ewery Monday. One Halfpenny. 


LARKS. 


Full of Funny Pictures and Side-Splitting Reading. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
909 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON. E.C. 


saturday, February 3, 1894.) 
TOOTSIE AT THE GRAND. 


PANTOMIME “Books” are, as a rule, wonderful compositions, 
Ou ma’s bookshelf are some thirty or forty bound up together and 
they are the 
dullest of dull 
reading. Why, 
when written, 
are they prin- 
ted? he 
answer natur- 
ally occurs to 
one—to sell, 
But why are 
there so many 
words in them 
that are never 
spoken after 
the first night 
on_the stage! 

This, how- 
ever, is not so 
much the case 
with Mr. 
Geoffrey 
Thorn’s pan- 
tomimes at 
the Grand, 
Mr. Thorn is 
the author of 
many good 
songs and 
good — jokes, 
and he_ is 
thoroughly 
F well up in his 
business, so the Grand pasromimes generally play closely the first 
night, and are very good, and this one is no exception to the rule. 

The subject chosen is our old friend, Juck and the Beanstalk, to 
which are added, Harlequin, Old Mother Hubbard, Little Bo- 
Peep, and The Old Woman who Lived in Her Shoe, 8o far is the 
title set forth upon the bill itself, but, besides these named, we 
have lots of other old friends, as for instance: Georgey Porgey, 
snd Cowardy Custard, and Johnny Stout, and Johnny Green, and 
Jack Horner, and Tommy Tucker, :nd Margery Daw, and Little 
Boy Blue, and Miss Muffet, to say noning of yes Pippin, and the 
Witch of Endor. A whole lot, you see, of what old literary gentle- 
men call © The friends of our youth.” Whether children still read 
the old nursery books I can’t say, but I fancy not very much. 

Tie children I see about seem to be crammed like Doctor 
Blimber crammed poor Mr. Toots, Their heads swell, and their 
eyes grow weak, 
They teach their 
grandmothers to 
suck eggs. They 
know right off the 
plot of 7he Seeond 
re. Tanqueray, 
and laugh to scorn 
the methods of the 
late lamented Sher- 
lock Holmes. 

It_ is Mother 
Hubbard who is 
Jack's mamiuna, 
and the proprietor | 
of the sheep that 4 
Bo- Peep allowed 
to stray away, and 
sheis very hard up, 
and her cupboard 
is bare and bone- 
less, and she has 
to sell her cow. 
Mr. Harry Ran- 
dall, a huge favour- 
ite at the Grand, is 
very funny as 
Mother Hubbard, 
und causes roars 
of laughter with 
his quips and 


Sir Georgey Porgey: G. T. MINSHULL. 


aunties, ; fother Little Ro Peep: John Hubbard: 
Hubbard’s son GEORGINA PRESTON. JESSIK PRESTON. 
finds, in Miss 


Jessie Preston, a delightful impersonation full of grace and vivacity ; 
and can’t she just dance, too? If you don’t believe me, ask the gallery 
boys—good judges, all of them, you bet. Miss Georgina Preston, 
too, is seen to great advantage as Little Bo-Peep and dances excel- 


lently well. Mr. George T. Minshull gets a good deal of fun out of 
Georgey Porgey, who is here called Sir Geor, Porgey; and 


Mr. Arthur Righy reaps a harvest of siniles, and is loudly applauded 
for his clever acting. 

Little Carlo Clyto, as Mother Hubbard’s dog, deserves high 
praise ; and Mr. Barlow's cow is singularly cow-like. Among the 
scenery, much of which is very good, there is one of a novel ind 
that will probably be a favourite with many old and middle-aged 
playgoers. It is called Dickens Street, and in the centre stands the 
novelist himself upon a pedestal composed of his books, whilst on 
the houses around him are depicted some of his principal characters 
as they appear in the illustrations to his works. Here again, I 
wonder, do boys 
and girls now read 
Dickens? I don't 
somehow think so. 
The young people 
I know, don't and 
won't. I read a 
lot of silly non- 
sense talked about 
there being the 
\ opening fora new 
> Dickens. But how 
is the new Dic- 
kens to be judged, 
and who are to be 
the judges? The 
essay _ would, 
think, be found to 
have several 
serious drawbacks 
to contend against 
that have not oc- 


curred to those 
who have sug- 
gested the idea. 
Meanwhile, rich 
Americans and 
Australians go on 
giving fabulous 


prices for first edi- 
tions wherewith to 
ornament theiz 


k-cases, 

The ela of 
Golden Corn is a very pleasing scene, and in it is danced a very 
charming Harvest Ballet. The Maypole Ballet and the Children’s 
Doll Dance are also very good, and I have no hesitation in 
recommending you, this yexr, to go to the Grand pantomine. 
I should say that Messrs. Charles Wilmot and H. A. Frecman 
ought, so far, to be well pleased with results. 


Mother Mulbard: 
Harny RANDALL. 


Johunte Stout: 
Anruun licny. 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


TO BUNGLING KISSERS. 


_BErorRE another Christmas comes round, A. SLOPER dors 
sincerely hope that one or two thousand of the young men who 
have escaped the matrimonial snares of °93, will take a few lessons 
in the art of osculation, The complaints he’s had about girls 
being slobbered on the cheek-bone, ihe eyebrow, the “fringe,” the 
earring and the back of the neck, makes him blush for the coming 
generation. It really sickens—— 

But, hold on, Look here, boys, commit these hints, from a 
veteran at the business, to memory, 

First of all, remember, when yon catch hold of the patient, 
you're not to grab her as though she was a railway-station-fob- 
diver and had “lifted” your “ Waterbury,” and then, losing your 
hold upon seeing your error, make a lurch at her as though you 
had accidentally popped one hoof down acellar grating. It is neces. 
sary to clutch her gent/y, but remember that you're not “ trying for 
the grip” under the Cumberland, or even Rugby rules; and that 
your object is neither to tear her frock off piecemeal, or make her 
turn a tlip-ilap—a@ Ja the Acrobatic Craggs's—beneath her skirts. 
Another thing ; when you draw her head towards you, don't do it 
with such a violent jerk, or with such intensity as to endanger her 
eyeballs! by coming in contact with a fourpeuny cigar, or the end 
of a lead pencil obtruding from your watch-pocket. Practise this. 
ans, don't adhere ti on pote ie peppy 

Xeep on remembering that the girl is not trying to get away, 
and keep cool; bear in mind that, if you are ue hae too 
roughly, she’s entirely in sympathy with you, and that your ends 
are as nearly as possible identical. 

Can you bear all that in mind? 

Rizht youare, then. Now gently insert your right coat-sleeve 
about where her costume runs mostly to waistband, and turn her 
gently—very gently—towards your manly form. Your other, and 
as yet unoccupied hand, may be employed in catching her farthest 
hand, or in directing, by gentle pressure—whoa! it takes some 
keeping cool to write this !—her velvet cheek in your direction. 
Then her “opening rosebud,” 2s you have probably called her 
mouth by this time (you're a dunce if you haven't), is turned up 
direst) y towards you, Gaze into her eyes for ten seconds, lean over 
gently — 

Oh, well, hang it! if the proper thing to do doesn't suggest 
itself to you, then it never, never will. 


egg 
A TIME-TABLE MYSTERY. 
1 TOOK mine ease within mine inn, 2 


And sipped my semi-go of gin ; 

And, just for pastime, glanced and glinted 
At half.a dozen time books (prin 

By half a dozen railway co.'s), 

Which chanced to lie beneath my nose. 


Now, placed in front of every book, 

I on 81x British maps did look, 

Which clearly showed these eyes of mine 
The couree of every railway line. 

But, while I absently compared 

Each map with each, I sat and stared 
To note a fact which proved to me 

What frauds these railway companies be. 


For each bold map most plainly showed 
How that particular company’s road 
From Everywhere to Everywhere 

Went straight as arrow flies in air! 

And each bold map as clearly showed 
How every other company’s road 

To every place, beyond a doubt, 

Was indirect and roundabout ! 

And, smiling, said myself to me: 

“ How wise these railway companies be!” 


——— @—_—_—_ 


A CAKE TO THE CAIQUES. 


AH, boys, you should have seen her. 

Such eyes ‘—and such a way of looking out of ‘em; she'd have 
tempted St. Anthony himself. And there was positively a wealth 
of coquetry, even in the waggle of her skirts, as she tripped here 
and there in her eagerness to see the whole of the wondrous sights 
at Kolossal Kuali Kaptivating Avnstantinople, 

And young William Wigginholder saw her and fell—and fol- 


lowed, 

Would she like to go for a ride in one of the caiques? 

She said, to start with, that she didn't know what her mamma 
would say at her allowing 1 stranger to speak to her. 

Young William said that her “mamma” was not to know; 
besides, even if she did—— 

Well, and what if she did? 

If she did, could she object to an honourable young gentleman, 
who would go to the ends of the earth did her beautiful daughter 
desire it, laying his hand and heart— 

Wasn't it rather sudden to speak of such things? 

Perhaps it was, but then, when a fellow meant it—— 

Well, then—how deep was the water ? 

Oh, he didn't know. Not very deep. But he didn't sce that it 
made the least difference since there was not the least danger—he 
would see to that ! 

Well, then, if he’d promise to hold her very tight—— 

Indeed, he would, 

He did! 

And she held him, too. ae 

‘As the Turkish boatman shoved the thing off, young William 
Wigginholder found a cold tickling sensation wandering down his 
backbone that he homeay, recognised as Love. And then, 
when the caique wobbled a little, and a vulgar cad in another 
caique that happened to be passing, sang a suatch of poor Fred 
Coyne’s old song : 

“Oh, Joe, the caique's a-goin’ over, 
Oh, Joe, I’m sure it's all a fake, 
Oh, Joe, I wish I'd been at Dover, 
Ere I came 
Out with you 
Ta this bally caique !" 


her alarm was so very bewitching, and she clang to his manly 
waistcoat in the prettiest distress in the world, he felt as happy as 
adog that had been overlooked at closing time and locked up in 
Spratt’s Biscuit Factory for the night. 

For all that, however, the thing made her feel so awfully giddy, 
she said, that no sooner did they arrive at the landing-stage than 
she begged him to excuse her for twenty minutes whilst she went 
to sve if the attendant in the ladies’ roums had a bottle of smelling 
salts, and—er—and—er— : 

And—er—well, hang, jam, and slam it all, don't you know, it 
wasn’t until quite half an hour after, when he began to think she'd 
heen a deuced long twenty minutes, that he ever thought of feelin, 
for his gold keyless jewelled-iu-twenty-holes John Bennett, an 
then—— 


Oh, lor! 
—— 


Every Thursday. One Malfpenny. 


QUIPS. 
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3d 
A NEAR THING 
—— = 
AWPFULLY sad affair, that about little Marie Dumont? You're 


right, old chap, Mysterious, do you say? 
who haven't heard 
the real truth of the 
matter, [ daresay it 
is. Now, I happen 
to be particularly 
well up in the sub- 
ject, and, if you'll 
take another cigar, 
Vil tell you all 
about it. Match? 
Here you are, my 
hoy, and don't for- 
get the whisky's at 
your elbow, 

You know young 

Charlie Blake, of 
course—the fellow 
who came into such 
a pot of money the 
year before last, you 
remember? Well, 
he was awfully gone 
on Marie at one 
time, and used to 
spend hour after 
hour hanging about 
the little shop, 
while she chatted 
gaily to him in her 
prety broken Eng- 
ish, and made up 
1 uets and but- 
ton-holes the while. 
Of course, I can't 
tell whether Blake 
ever promised to marry the girl; but I do know that he made 
pretty strong love to her. 

Well, all this was very pleasant and comfortable, and things 
might have gone on smoothly in the same fashion for goodness 
knows how long, but for the fact of Blake's falling madly in love 
with that dancing girl—what her name?) La Sidonie ; oh, yes— 
who was imported from Paris by the Imperial people. [shall 
never forget the look on Marie's face when I blundcringly told 
her that Blake and I had made two of a party at the new dancer's 
rooms the previous night. 

Well, as I expected, things terminated in an awful row between 
Marie and her fickle lover. From that time he nover came 
hear the place, and he and La Sidonie were soon ns_ thick 
together as he and Marie had been. Maric induced her father to 
let her shut up the shop, which was never a great success, and 
took a situation at a big tiorist’s in Piccadilly. Old Dumont 
did not mind the 
change, he was too 
much _ occupied 
with his very pecu- 
liar chemical ex- 
periments in his 
room in Soho to 
care about much 
else; in fact, I 
know now that he 
was really engaged 
in the secret man- 
ufacture of infernal 
machines, for the 
destruction of what 
he doubtless 
deemed the ene- 
mies of his country. 

Not long after, 
Blake called at the 
shop where Marie 
was engaged anid 
ordered a large 
bouquet of special 
magnificence. 
Marie was net in 
the shop when he 
mive the order, but 
she saw him Jeav- 
ing, and, question- 
ing the girl who 
had attended him, 
discovered that he 
was to call for it 
the following even- 
ing. La Sidonie was to perform a new dance at the Imperial then, 
and Marie rightly guessed she would be the recipient. 

That night she exhibited a remarkable interest in her father's 
experiments, particularly some little globules no larger than a 
pigeon’s egy, which, as Dumont explained, when filled with a cer-. 
tain compound, would deal deadly havoc if thrown amonga crowd, 

Marie was entrusted with the making of Blake's bouquet next 
day. He called for it in the evening on his way to the theatre, 
remarking, though, as he took it, that it seemed a bit heavy. 1t 
was, for canine 7 coneenled amid the stems was one of Dumont’s 
deadly little bombs. 

Well, La Sidonie danced. The audience roared its applause, 
and Blake, in a box, raised his arm to hurl the tloral tribute at the 
fair one’s feet. An- 
other moment and 
that celebrity 
would have been 
blown to eternity, 
the stage shattered, 
and the house on 
fire. Suddenly a 
wild scream burst 
from ao girl in the 
body of the pit. 

“Stop! Mon 
Dieu, stop!” she 
screamed. “ Don’t 
throw it, you'll kill 
her, it’s deadly. 

Gs stop! stop!” 

na moment the 
place was in an up- 
roar. Putting 
down the bouquet, 
Blake hurried out 
into the cloak room 
where Marie had 
been taken in a 
faint. A doctor 
was leaning over 
her. 

“This woman's 
dying,” he said, 
Belen sce ee 
polsonec ersell 5 At the Imperial. 
smell that bottle.” : 

He was right. She died in Plake’s arms 
hushed things up at the inquest, from a confession the poor girl 
left behind her, there's no doubt that if remorse hadw’t stricken ter 
at the last moment she would not have gone unaccompanied Usat 
night to eternity. 


Well, yes, to those 


Tanging about the little shop, 


interest in her father’s experiments. 


and though they 


Se 


Gent, What is it, boy ? 
Exeited Page, Oh,such a lark, sir, all the pipes is bust, the 
‘inner spiled, and old cook drowuded, 


Algy is only asking his dear wife to let him have the 
latch k 


7—? Miss age ewill be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS. 


‘ AN 


(1) It was at the Trocalero, and A. SLOPER was fa converse with Mr. Didcott, 
Junior.—(2) “ Yes, Gilbert, my boy,” he was saying, ever ready to impart Barlow- 
esque information to young people, “in this gilded saylong Thave many a time anil 
oft joined in the mazy with youths and maidens in the gay sixties, Ab, me! 
* Tempustatum fuyitorum pons asinorum omnibus bonum Sect,’ ag the classic poct hath 
it; being interpreted : ‘Tide, when taken at the flood, or even ebb, in small quanti- 
tica, when well fortified with “ Unsweetened,” is good for all, and bridgeth over time's 
ravages.’ And, moreover, Gilbert, as a glass in the hand is worth two on the shelf 
there, behind that sweet young lady, I will once again drink with you, and then to 
business.” For be it known that A. SLOPER had come expressly to interview Vita, 
the celebrated “ Kouta-Kouta” dancer as she red before dollared heads of 
Chicago, Anon, the mystic numbers 12 simultaneously on each side of the 
proscenium, Weird music, The lights went down and the curtain went up, and a 
“inysterious person, who at first A. SLOPER took to be Vita disguised in the cloak of 
the Demon of Darkness, but, as his name is not in the programme, A. SLOPER will 
designate Mephisto Two, appeared on the stage and began striking attitudes, indi- 


THE ELDER GROSSLY LIBELLED. 


No, 324.—Miss EDIE BELL, 


“She Is a Dell I fain would ring !” —The Dook Snook. 
“Her loveliness enthralls me—nothing less.” —Lord lob, 
“1 worship her with all a blind devotion.” —The Hon. Billy. 


(Ki 


\ 


NW 


if 


(1) “It was the first Moral Magic Lantern evening. “We noo,” said the Laird, “come tae the comic pictures. 
Hypocreesy you will be able noo to recognise when ye sec it.” 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


“Now, tell me what you think of my book, Don't you think 
ginal?” “Gal! I think they must be; 
ey. I certainly never met such people in real life.” 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—VITA 


the characters are ori 


Result—Separation and 


Extract from Letter of Young Lady.’ 


a 


cating, evidently, that he intended playing the very devil with something or some- 
body presently. Then Vita suddenly became visible, coming on literally with a bang. 
She smiles much on Mephisto Two ; she also gyrateth round him, wriggles, writhes 
and dances at him, doubtlessly with the intention of playing the very ditto with him. 
But Mephisto Two is alamant. A.SLOPKR begins to think Mephisto Two is a fool. 
But, great Scut! can A. SLOPER'S cyes deceive him ? She gazeth towarls where he 
is sittiny and appeareth to be smiling on him. No; a man of A. SLOPER's experi- 
ence cannot be mistaken. Yes, he has come, he has seen, he as conquered !——(3) 
Like the sure-footel goat of the Alps he boundeth on to the stage, and the next 
moment is bending over Vita and gazing into the depths of her left eye. “Your 
bright smile haunts me still!" he breathes into her near-side ear.—(4) And then 
A. SLOPER felt himself soaring into the flies——(5) The cloven foot of Mephisto 
Two hwl done its fell work. A. SLOPER once had hoped that the fair Vita woukl 
invite him to learn from her the “Kouta-Kouta” dance, but now his hopes, like his 
frame, are shattered. “As for Mephisto Two, he can Kouto blazes!" as A. SLOPE 
remarked to n few of his choice friends at a later period in the evening. 


ia 


(2) Hulf an hour afterwards the Laird gaid, “ Dinna tak’ it tac heart sae, Mecnister ; cor consciences are clear—we 


ha’e tell’t the truth an’ shamed the Deevil, ouyway.” 


[Saturday, February 3, 1894. 


os 
“George hates dancing, and so do I. 
allowance,”— 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 
ie you are doubtless aware, but I think you must, one and all, merry fight Was surely a most splendid sight :—“ Sofa(r), and a little farther. Did we lick 'em? 
ut very little from the general depression. Every incident Well, yes, rather 1” —.! worth foal not one of “ spoof,” So one and “all” please send your “ af” :— 

‘ nee quite takes the bun:—VPat and John Bull are 


in laml's attire behold, A Constable, oh, dear, what fun! Thia im 
having another set-to. The fight for Home Rule ended ina OW divided. What will 


Things are pretty dull at presen 
acknowledge that my show suffers 
depicted above ix a spectacle in itself; but judge for yourselves :—A wolf 


And Juggins sinds again he's sold :—In vain docs Lobengula try To ese pe Srom_the merry fly :— 
With usual gas and lots of bounce They on cach other's errors pounce :—'Twixt Pat and Tobe this be the result of the present battle? ——THE SLOPERIAN SHOW : 


EXCUSABLE UNDER THE CIRCUMSTANCES. 


\ih, & 
ATREAN\S \\y 
IT OION'T COME OFF. 
Miss Disher (of uncertain age). You see, I'm not a born 
cockney, though only two = ‘old when we came to London. 
Young Pisher. Might I ask how long you have been in 


London ? 
Miss Disher (with a flash of mental arithmetic). Oh, ever since 


T was three, you kuow. 


JACK AND THE BEANS—TALK. 
From a scene—not at the Crystal Palace, 


, | | Wypywewnn 77 
i ly tN a Yh = z 
Ly PM Mt i, j , => 


Gcurge, At last! 
Ella, Well, I coukln’t help it, that horrid cook we sent off this morning has gone off with my “fringe,” “Bela, Sergeant Murphy, out ye" ‘ave an clegant chest on ye 
if it were only bigher up.” 


and I have had to cut my own bair and curl it, 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 


THE case of Monson ¢. Tussaud opens up rather an interesting 
question—viz,, the right of any person or persons to publicly 
exhibit a picture or 
eftigy of an indivi- 
dual who may or 
may not be noto- 
rious, without that 
individual's permis- 
sion. Personally, 
we think Mr. Mon- 
son was quite right 
in objecting to the 
waxen _representa- 
tion of himself, for 
surely he has passe 
through enough, 
without being sub- 
jected to the indig- 
nity thus put upon 
him. The law has, 
on several occasions, 
stopped the carica- 
ture of well-known 
personages on the 
stage. Surely Mr. 
Monson, as a private 
individual, should 
have the power to 
uphold = his easily 
understood — objec- 
tion to be made the 
, object of morbid 
Co sightseers’ curiosity. 


T Lace Ane 


} wer TOMES THe riquad, 


* 

THE statement that Mr. Ruskin is competing in “ Quips Speller” 
has given rise to much discussion in the Athenwum Club. The 
illustrious aarant has not yet been successful, but like all other 
prronasers of the monster ‘ha'p'orth, he stands a first-rate chance. 

t's a wonder, is Quips. oe 
s 


THE price of buns has gone up by leaps and bounds in the 
neighbourhood of the Surrey Theatre. This appears to be due to 
the constant presence there of the Hon. Leap dl who is still mashed 
on Dora Douglas. He says her Dandini in George Conquest’s 
pantomime is just the dandiest, daintiest, snappiest bit of gentle- 
manly-girlish acting that he has ever seen. As Dora has promised 
to become betrothed to him when he has reduced himsclf to ten 
stone, and as he now only scales a trifling matter over twenty-one, 
it appears highly probable that the engagement will take place 
somewhere about the year 2000, if Bily can only last out. 


s 

Youne ladies who, in the words of the music-hall ditty, “play 
on the grand piano,” will be interested to know that the famous 
ivory thumper, Pade- “ 
rewski, has been _pre- 
sented by one of his 
admirers with a beauti- 
ful little model of a 
piano, in pure gold and 
silver, Considering 
that the eminent musi- 
cian is able to earn 
huge sums at will, the 
gift seems a little sense- 
ess when we think how 
much more good the 
price of it might have 
done if. properly and 
charitably bestowed. 

2 


THE Mildewed Magi- 
cian has this day been 
pl to confer the 
‘Award of Merit” 
upon CHARLES Mor- 
RITT, because he's a 
jirst-rate — illusionist. 
“Feyther,” _ chortled 
the Azure-Orbed, “ I’ve 
often thought what a 
py it is you don’t 

ring me up as a public 
entertainer and give 
me a chance of earnin’ 
a decent livin’, instead 
of trainin’ me for a duffin’ old scribbler like yourself. The more I 
think of itthe Morritt pains me—"-but here the Aged very rightly 
interfered, and it was ®omething very different that pained Alex- 
andry two minutes later. oe 

* 

ALTHOUGH circuses have not hitherto been a popular institution 
in London, Wultt’s is most decidedly one of those exceptions which 
go to prove the rule. If there are any among our readers who have 
not yet visited this establishment, now is their time. Several 
novelties have recently been added, which makes the show more 
attractive than ever. es 

* 


An American has discovered a plant which, it is said, will form 
an excellent substitute for tobacco, Well, well—anything is better 
than the bad imitations they sell now at the cigar shops. 


. s 

ALTHOUGH An Old Jew has not been ted by the London 
Press with that unanimity of praise generally bestowed upon John 
Hare's _ productions, 
nevertheless, there can 
be but little doubt that 
the piece in question is 
one of the best yet 
seen at the Garrick 
Theatre. Sydney 
Grundy’s satire on the 
newspaper world in 
general, and the finan- 
cial press in particular, 
is extremely fine, anc 
must be heard to be 
porecater In the 

aracter of the Old 
ew John Hare is well 
suited, and it must be 
acknowledged that 
this is one of his very 
best impersonations. 
To support him, a 
strong company has 
been gathered = to- 
gether, and among 
those artistes desxerv- 
ing special words of 
praise are G. W. 
Anson, Gilbert Hare, 
W.S. Abingdon, Mrs. 
Theodore Wright and 
Kate Rorke, 


a 
c 
J 


s 
AMERICA boasts a champion drink mixer, who earns large sums 
bv his skill in concocting delicious and refreshing beverages. 
A. SLOPER has been accused of being « champion drink mixer, but 
the statement is a gross libel, He mostly sticks to “* Unsweetened.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY., 


THEY have gota agree at the Tivoli, if you like. The 
Ancient roamed in there the other evening, and was absolutely 
astounded, not only at 
the sardine-packed state 
of the house, but at the 
immensity of the enter- 
tainment. Albert Cheva- 
lier is there, singing new 
songs; so is that quaint 
mtterer, R. G. Knowles, 
Yutch Daly, Howard 
Reynolds, with his cor- 
net, Charles Godfrey, 
dainty Nellie Navette, 
pprignely Kate James, 
Marie Collins, and, oh! 
a lot of other good and 
clever people. Las’ and 
least in size only, how- 
ever, come the Two Ros- 
sows, midget athletes, 
whose performance, con- 
sidering their build, is 
distinctly akin to the 
wonderful. Go to the 
Tivoli, boys; it’s good 
biz. ae 
s 

Tne rumour that the 
Ball’s Pond Banditti are 
about to advertise for 
an appeentics is creating 
much excitement among \ 4 
the Parents and Guar- Vi gat 
dians of the neighbour- 
hood. The premium is understood to be heavy, but the firmly 
established position of the Banditti is beyond all question. Readers 
of Larks! may look forward to keen competition for the post. 


s 
A CORRESPONDENT, who signs herself “Ethel” (pretty name, 
Ethel), wants to know whether we intend to issue a double 
trousscau number on the occasion of Tootsie’s marriage ? Certainly, 
dear; and a coloured plate of ceremony, with numerous other 
sketches by our special artists. No, love, the date is not yet fixed. 
It is tantalising, isn't it? *,* 


IN spite of the fact that George Washington Moore has severed 
his connection with the Moore and Burgess Minstrels, London and 
its inhabitants still continues to exist. George Washington, it seems, 
has gone to join his son-in-law, Charles Mitchell, in America, There 
area number of people who will be unkind enoush to hope that 


England has seen the last of both ot them for many years to come. 


* 

The contempt of the Yankee for the slow plodding Britisher is 
well-known. It is, therefore, satisfactory to learn that one of the 
latter has been successful in ~ 
making a considerable “pile” 
from the former. Henry Irving. 
the Britisher in question, has 
just about made a record, as far 
as takings are concerned, fifty- 
four performances in New York 
alone yielding the enormous sum 
of £37,000. This fact alone 
proves that Jonathan can get rid 
of the “Almighty” dollar as 
rapidly as he obtains it, and 
McGooseley intends, during the 
next few months.to visit the States 
on a lecturing tour. The chief 
subject he will dilate upon will 
be “The Folly of Temperance.” 


* 

ComE, come, come! this will 
never do at all, A. SLOPER 
doesn't want to close his Poor 
Appeal for 
weeks yet, but if 
some of you don't 
hurry up with your 
subscriptions the ff 
Eminent’s own . 
weekly donation will ( ~ 
be all worth acknow- OL <= 
ledgment. Lastyear 7 
we collected £250 for 
distribution among 
the destitute poor; thix, we haven't reached anything like that 
sum, A, SLOPER is pained, peel pained, but he doesn’t despair 
yet. Send in your mite, do, ant show the Old Man that the spirit 
of benevolence has not yet died out among his readers. 


s 

A. SLOPER’s greatest misfortune is that he is misjudged. Even 
an article ina contemporvwy, reilecting on our prisons and prison 
systeins, is supposed to have emanated from his pen, most people 
evidently being under the impression that the Ancient Wreck has 
spent most of his life in gaol. A. S. is now being shadowed by 
detectives. The Home QOitice evidently look upon him as some- 
thing a little inferior to an Anarchist. 


s 
A. StorER’s challenge to professional billiardists generally 
to play them a game of English improved billiards, in which 
clothes props will replace cues and_ potatoes balls, has not yet 
received any response. Doubtless, Roberts, Peall, Dawson, etc., 
for fear of taking a leap in the dark, are practising the new game. 


s 

AFTER openly defying the Englikh Government for almost a 
twelvemonth, as well'as snapping his fingers at the clamours and 
heartrending appeals of 
his many victims, Jabez 
Spencer Balfour has at 
last been laid by the 
heels, and may be ex- 
pected in England dur- 
ing the next few weeks. \ 


he must be carta d 
1arded. The Britis 
ublic, exasperated at 

the sightiof this cold- 

blooded rascal, may_ be 
tempted to take the law 
into their own hands ; 
but this must be avoid- 

ed. A life-long im- 

prizsonment will be far 

more telling in its ef- 
fects on Jabez Spencer 

Balfour than would aa 

ishment by the mob. 


x 

Little Chiistopher 
Columbus still, runs 
strong and well at the 
Lyric, where reserved 
seats require booking 
in advance and un- 
reserved much waiting 
for among the huge crowds which nightly throng the doors, Messrs, 
Lonnen and Sheridan have worked upon their parts wonderfully, 
and Miss May Yohé'’s charming voice and sprightly acting is still 
one of the mainstays of this tuneful and really humorous production. 
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(Saturday, February 3, 1894. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING 10TH FEeBRuanry, 1894. 
—=- 

4th February, 1890.—Says the St. James's Gazette of this 
date: “The claim'a wholesale grocery house at St. Louis recently 
made against the South Shore Railroad, brought to light the fact 
that, at least, in some quarters, dirt, under the name of ‘terra alba,’ 
is being used in candy to an almost incredible extent. It was a 
half-dozen barrels of lozenges made by a Boston house that hai 
been shipped, the claim being that they had been damaged in 
transit. The railroad company sent samples of the lozenges toa 
chemist, who discovered them to consist ‘entirely of terra alba, 
bound together with a little gelatine or gum.’ Investigation 
showed them to yet require dipping in apriipe flavoured with 
veppermint, wintergreen, sassafras, an the like, fore being ready 
for infantile consumption. Now, terra alba is a mineral utterly 
insoluble in the saliva or gastric juice—a dangerous compound to 
put within even a healthy stomach ; and when the railroad com- 
pany learned this, they refused to pay any damages; and the 

sery house, fearing exposure, ceased to press the claim. The 

Sean of Trade Journal, of Portland, Maine, says that six thou- 
sand tons of terra alba were recently imported through the port of 
New York alone.” 

6th February, 1890.—On this day, at Vancouver Tsland, 
three Englishmen were landed from the American ship Wanderer. 
They stated that in October, 1885, they took passtige in the Japanese 
vessel Matsuo Marie, and while crossing the Straits of Issugarn, a 
gale was encountered which blew them out of their course. For 
eighty days they were tossed about, and finally the vessel was 
driven ashore on the island of San Alessandro, The vessel was 
peed up, and left again; but, as she was leaking badly, the 
Snglishmen refused to trust themselves in her, and determined tu 
remain on the island until some passing vessel should rescue them. 
The three castaways lived chiefly on fruit which grew on the 
island. They also caught sea birds, and with hooks made out of 
the works of a watch, succeeded in catching fish. They suffered 
severe privations, especially for want of clothing, and had all given 
way to despair when rescued. During their stay on the islind 
several vessels sed, but not sufficiently near to notice signals, 
When rescued, the men presented quite a wild appearance. 

6th February, 1665.—Queen Anne was born this day at 
St. James's, The health of the Princess was injured in her infancy 
by the pernicious indulgence of her mother.’ The only fault of the 
Duchess of York was an inordinate love of eating, and the same 
propensity developed itself in both her daughters. The Duchess 
encouraged it in the little Lady Anne, who used to sup with her 
on Ekeeblate; and devour good things till she grew as round as a 
mull, 

7th February, 1810.—General Sir Thomas Picton was this 
day tried for ordering Louisa Calderon to be put to the torture, 
General Sir Thomas Picton fell at Waterloo. 


Sth February, 1889.—A newspaper this day says: “That 
famous exhibition, popularly known as * Madame Tussaud’s,’ con- 
taining, among other attractions, so many effigies in wax of thea- 
trical and musical celebrities, has just changed hands. Jt has been 
purchased by a syndicate, and yesterday the building and its valu- 
able contents were formally handed over to its new owners.” 


Oth February, 1839.—This day, a group of five—the Ballemy 
Islands—was discovered in lat. 66° 22 of the Antartic Circle. 


10th Febru: _1794.—Bill Hooper, “The Tinman,” this 
day fought George faddox for £50 on Sydenham Common. Bet- 
ting was 5 to 4.on Maddox. The Duke o Hamilton and a number 
of the aristocratic patrons of pugilism were present. At the end 
of fifty-tive minutes Maddox reluctantly gave in, and The Tinman 
was hailed the victor. 


ENCOURAGING ECONOMY. 

(TUE Shepield Telegraph declares that * the selling ofa wife is not unknown in 
South Yorkshire,” and instances a recent case of u wife sold in Masboru’ tur 
thirty shillings.) 

THE Friend of Man, who likes to see 
The British workman thrifty, 

Is having printed speedilee 
Two hundred bilis aud fifty, 

Which he will get three boys or four 
To carry up and down 

From street to street, from door to door, 
In guod old Masboro’ town ! 


For, if the Wreck can but restrain 
One single working-man 

From spending thirty bob in vain, 
The Wreck will feel that an 

Important benefaction he’s 
Conferred upon mankind ; 

And therefore on those handbills these 
Most sapient words you'll find : 

“ Whereas an idiot for a wife 
Threw thirty bob away : 

Whereas some other, tired of life, 
A like amount may pay 

For tying wedlock’s Gordian knot ;— 
A. SLOPER begs to say 

That he at Mildew Court has got 
A wife to give away!” 


—————_——— 


A NICE SORT OF GIRL. 

SHE was a dear, good-natured girl, and always spoke her very 
level Sunday best of her nearest and dearest friends. Still, in 
remarking on the charms of Lucinda Fitzperambulator, she need 
not have observed, “I like that girl very well; she’s about as 
good as you can make ‘em ; yet you shouldn't get telling her funny 
whceezes and make her laugh, because when se laughs you either 
hear her false teeth rattle, or the bun’s shook off the back of her 
chump, or she cracks one of her stay busks, or the movement 
stirs up her liver and makes her turn pea-green and faint, and it 
is such a pity she does eat such a lot of sage and onion with her 
roast pork—yet she’s a dear, kind, retined, fascinating girl; 
Bee og I own, the last time I saw her she was wollting ian 
whelks and throwing the shells at the tame hedgehog. Nice girl!” 


A BRIGHTON GIRL. 

SHE seemed a particularly quiet sort of girl for Brighton, and 
his very smart dogeart had rolled quite half the way to Arundel 
ere he ventured to ask if she would have any objection to his light- 
ing a cigarette. 

“Frankly, I should,” she said, “unless—” 

“Oh, it doesn’t matter.” he replied, pocketing his matchbox. 

F co | was going to say, unless you will light one for ine at the same 
ime. 

“ And I was going to say” (he felt more at ease now the ice was 
broken) “that it doesn’t matter, as I tind I’ve got no cigarettes— 
nothing but cigars.” : 

“What a bit of luck! D'you know, Charlie—I s'pose I'd better 
call you Charlie, Horatio is such a mouthful !—I wuch prefer 
cigar. 

And he never recovered the shock till he was well home again 
and the pony put away. 


___ eo - 


Ewery Wednesday. Twopence. 
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A GOOD EXAMPLE. 


[A paper states that in Japan if a wife talks to her husband too much he 
can get a divorce from her.) 
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On, married men! if you are 


wise, 
And fain would slip connubial 
a ties, 
You'd like to—well, may- 
hap, 
If your missus talks with 
awful din, 
Get a divoree—go in and win, 
Take lesson from the Jap. 


If his wife soundly lectures 
hin 
When home he comes full to 
the brim, 
He doesn’t care a rap— 
) He divorces her; and so he 
should. 
If a decent Jap, of course he 
wou 
Take lesson from the Jap. 
So if your wife would talk you 


own, 

If you're Jones, Green, Black, 
White, or Brown, 

Or any other chap, 

Take our advice and quickly 
strike, 

Or else you'll ne’er do as you like— 
Take lesson from the Jap. 


— 


IN THE POET’S DEN. 


IlusH! 

The poet is at work, 

Disturb not his fine eae frenzy. 

Breathe softly, lest his timid muse leave him in affright, and 
what might, perchance, have been the greatest literary gem be lust 
for ever, 

Hark '—he groans. He is in the throes of composition. The 
cold sweat breaks out upon his noble brow. His blazing eves seck 
the ceiling with searching gaze as though he would read there the 
lines that would make him immortal. 

What writes he? 

Ix it some tender sonnet to his mistress—dainty verselets in 
praise of her grace, her voice, her smile, the passionate eotpourines 
of a heart which loves with’ the fathomless fervour which only 2 
poet feels? 1s it some graphic word picture of Nature's loveliness 
asweet song of woodland dells, of rippling streamlets, of flowery 
meads and rural delights ? 

Is it, perchance, some proud eulogy of a great victory, 9 valiant 
battle won ‘gainst stern odds, to the glory of the country and the 
admiration even of 
her enemies? 

Is it some dread 
tale of shipwreck, of 
fire at sea, of heroism 
in the teeth of deadly 
dangers of the deep? 
Of an Englishman‘s 

fuck and coolness 
in the hour of peril? 
Of his_ self-sacrifice 
in the time of famine? 

Is it some heart- 
wrung lament o'er a 
shattered love, a 
ruined life, a passion- 
ate ery for a_bliss 
that can never be? 

Let us try and dis- 
cover, 

_ Hush! Becareful. 
See, he already turns 
uneasily in his chair 
as though his sen- 
sitive miture already felt the presence of an_uncong-nial soul. 

Steally ! There, creep up gently behind his chair and peer cire- 
fully over his shoulder, 

There! the ink is still wet upon a fresh piece of Vga! there are 
ae a Pi lines upon it—but even they should show you his 
subject. 

What are they? 

Do they sing of Love, Nature, or Glory ? 

Alas! Oh, alas! 

Only these words meet our gaze : 

“The world upon a sea of woe ° 
Would all be hopeless drifters, 

Without an extra large-sized box 
Of Bloggs's Pimple Shifters.” 


A QUIVER FULL. 
Jones. I saw poor old Hardup this morning. Do you think he 
can meet his responsibilities ? 
Smith. Meat them? No, I’m sure he can't. I was at his place 
last night and saw them—thirteen of them, and I should say it’s as 
much as he can do to bread and butter them. 


ee 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
EveERyYBopy’s DARLING. 
TH18 maid, as it may well be guessed, 
A name and surname once possessed 
But, though for months I've tried 
my best : 
With coaxing, grumbling, gnarl- 


ing 
To learn them, I have vainly sought. 
She owns that she has both forgot, 
Since she has long been known as 


naught nee 
But * Everybody's Darling.” 
~ And when her smiling face you see, 
And hear her evening songs of glee, 
Like warblings wild of bird on tree— 


As if of “star” and starling f 
She formed a swect and mystic 


end, ; 

You'll a admit, my _ sceptic 
friend, 

That aptly, meetly, she is “kenned” 

As “Everybody's Darling.” 

Vor churlish folks whom. trifles 
rile 

Would quit the spleen of tempers 


vile, 
Instead of uttering oaths would 
smile, . 2 
Would lauch instead of snarling ; 
Lugubrious folks would stem their 
tears, 
And doubting ones dismiss their 
fears, 
Could they but feast their eyes and ears 
On “Everybody's Darling 1” 


ALLY SLOPER’'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—S 


St. JaMEs'’s THEATRE, W., January 18/h, 1894. 
Mrs. Patrick CAMPBELL wishes to thank Mr. ALLY SLOPER 
for the magnificent Diploma which he has conferred upon her, and 
to express her deep appreciation of the honour. 


GRaxp THEATRE, HULL, January 2ad, 1894. 
Dear ALLY,—! inclose you 10s, for your “Christmas Appeal,” 
on behalf of the Poor of London, wishing you a big success, Best 
wishes, Yours truly, ALICE MAYDUE, F.O.8, 


——_— 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 203.—HE STAYS A WEEK IN BEp. 


Froat North to South, from East to West, 

_ No creature you could tind 

So greatly grieved, so sore distressed, 
With tears so nearly blind, 

With feelings of a humpsome sort 

So filled, as he of Mildew Court. 


Upon his dull and deadened brain 
{ad come, like lightning flash, 
The horrid truth—too clear, too plain— 
That every mite of cash 
Which he for twelve months’ jinks had got, 
In one short month had ta‘en its trot. 


Within his dreary room he sat, 
His grief was most extreme, 

And thought of this, and thought of that, 
And thonght of many a scheme 

By which to raise, for future sprees, 

The breezy wind, the windsome breeze. 


But vain was every plot and plan : 
The moneys he would bay 

Tle needs must i ee each week—poor man !— 
In publishing his “rag.” 

And he so oft had touched each friend 

For quids, that they no more would Jend, 


But, soft ye now! what thought was this 
That on his cranium fell, 
And served to fill his heart with bliss, 
And all his grief dispel? 
“Ha, ha!” he cried, in tones of gice, 
“ And, furthermore, ho, ho! he, he! 
A good round sum each week [pay 
My bard that he may air his 
High talents in a soulful way 
By writing my ‘ Vagaries.’ 
So I'll remain for seven days’ space 
Close hid in bed, with covered fece, 
And no vagary perpetrate, 
And thereby save, with heart elate, 
My bafiled rhymist’s weekly fee, 


i * 


With which I'll have a glorious spree !” 
* * 


* 
So SLOPER stopped in bed a week ; 
But after that how paled his check, 
When came his bardlet up to he, 
And, softly smiling, said : 
“My next ‘Vagary,’ sir, will be 
b fle Stays a Week in’Bed!’” 
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ALLY SLOPER’S 


CHRISTMAS APPBHAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAsT WEEK, £136 Ss, 34¢. 
SINCE RECEIVED :—ALLY SLOPER, Esq., F.0.M. (Weekly Donation), £1; 
GEO. CATT, 2s. 6d.; FE. V. Pach, 10s, 6d.; J. LAING, 58.2 HUNTING DONIAN, 14. 
W. J. F.O.8. 1Us.; G. A. FuuDuAM, 2s. Gd.; LB. FAUsTIN, £1 18.5 ALICE 
Mayobvur, F.O.S., 10s, 
Making a total received up to January 23rd, 1894, LIMO 10s, 94d 


SERVED HER RIGHT. 

SHE was a somewhat aggressive-looking female, and she pushed 
her way roughly past the conductor, and stood upright in the 
already crowded "bus, surveying the passengers with an air which 
plainly said, “ Now, then, which of you is going to give me a seat? 
A mild-looking young man inthe corner raised his hat politely, and 
otter his place, and the new comer dropped into it without a 
word, 

The mild young man enid nothing for a moment, then, turning 
to an old gentleman on his right, remarked ina voice loud enough 
to be heard all over the vehicle: A 

“What a terrible infliction it must be to be dumb, eh? This 
poor lady now, for instance, is debarred even from giving expression 
to the very commonest word of thanks. Poor thing !—terrible, 
terrible!” 

Then the aggressive lady became aware of the fact that twelve 
pir of eyes were regarding her with peculiar interest, and that 
several young ladies were half-stifling themselves behind their 
pocket-handkerchiefs, and one or two older ones were becoming 
very red in the face from some cause or other. She stood it for 
minute or two, but it was too much for her; and, although she'd 
paid her fare to Bayswater, she appeared to suddenly remember 
that she wanted a postage stamp, and made a bolt of it. 


———_e— 


THE SONGS THE SIRENS SING. 
THEY thrilled me as a music-stream 
From sweet celestial bowers ; 
a formed the theme of nightly dream, 
They cheered my waking hours, 
From business cares, in sanctum drear, 
My wandering soul would wing 
Its wayward flight, to vaguely hear 
The songs the Sirens sing ! 
The fires of high Ambition burned 
Of yore within my mind ; 
But woe is me that e’er I learned 
To worship womankind. 
For who, ‘mid passion’s hopes and fears, 
Can to Ambition cling? 
Who list to Duty, while he hears 
The songs the Sirens sing! 


Lut now those songs within my breast 
Remorse and rage provoke ; 

The woodlark’s trill that made me bh st 
ix now the corn-crake’s croak. 

My bosom bears a dull, dezd weight, 
My heart a poignant sting ; 

Aud with a ceaseless hate [hate 
The songs the Sirens sing ! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


It is somewhat paradoxical that the mosi earnest advocate of 
the cash system Corsn't mind taking credit for it in the least, 

THE difference between Jove and hatred is often as fine drawn as 
a hair—yes, a hair found on his coat-sleeve. 

WHEN is a man literally beside himself /—When he wakes up in 
bed with his boots on to find himself reflected in the cheval glass, 
while his Dutch comments on the enormity of the situation. 
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SMYTHE. 


(A Story OF MEviavAL T!\ Es.) 


Albert Jones, you have 
by your skill im pill- 
compounding, ut 
you go too far,” 

“LT go not far 
enough,” said Albert 
Jones, “Ask me not 
who Lam, nor how I 
come by my know- 
ledge — but I know 
Geotfrey De Smythe 
to be a deceiving 
scoundrel,” 

“You must explain 
your reasons for such 
® statement,” said 
John De Smythe, 
fiercely. 

“Look not so 
fiercely at me,” said 
Jones, “and I will 
give such explana- 
tions as will make 
you look fiercer in 
another direction. 
Answer me_ truly: 
you loved your 
cousin, the Lady 
Elfrida—is it not so!” 

“It is true, nor am 
T ashamed to own it.” 

“Quite so. Well, 
you had scarce left the 
castle a dozen hours, 


—— 


CHAPTER XIIL 


“S*pEATH! « scoundrel, coupled with the name of my brother. 
been useful—Lave deserved our coniidence 


“1 go not far enous.” 


ere [ saw the Lady Elfrida and your brother. Geoffrey De Smythe, 
strolling in the woodlands, each with the other's arm round each 


other's waists,” 
“ Perdition!" 


“You may well say so.” 


“But how know you this?” 


“No matter.” 
“Nay, 1 insist.” 


“T care not. Listen: 


“ Kiss?” 


“ Ay! kiss, as lovers do.” 


1 furthermore saw them kiss.” 


opis false!” said John De Smythe, a8 he sank in a chair, and 
covered his eyes with his hands, “And yet, why should I doubt 
it?—you have been true, Jones, in the past, and have no reason to 
lie to me now, [I must believe it.” 

“You may safely do so,” said Jones, calmly. 


“And yet, what were you doing there? 


“Pardon me, that ie my secret.” 


plebeian coarseness and a 
“We are of finer stuff,” 


make sure.” 


“*T will be easy,” said Jones. “Why 
Maltonburg and see for yourself the position of affairs? 1 grant 
you they will not please you.” 

“You say well. 1 will go.” 


“You will?” 


“Yes; why should I hesitate?” 

“There is no reason,” said Jones. 

“Then I will at once away.” 

will go with you. I, too, have business in that 


“Good! and I 
quarter,and the busi- 
ness here can spare 
us for a time.” 

“T will accept your 
comradeship,” said 
De Smythe; “and if 
1 find your story 
true, I'll ask thee to 
turn your skill to 
giving me a concoc- 
tion that will put my 
mind to rest and 
xend my troubled 
body to the grave.” 

“Tush! you think 
that because the blow 
has just fallen on 
you, the knowledge 
has but newly come. 
You will get over the 
matter, as have others 
before you,” said 
Jones. 

“Never!” said 
De Smythe, bitterly. 
“You know not 
what it is to love, 
or you would not 
talk as if there 
were no such thing 
as a heart in the 
world.” 

“T know not what 


rough guffaw. 
a De Smythe. “I must be satisfied, 
however, of the truth of your story, Jones ; I cannot rest until [ 


ow comes it you know 
= brother and the Lady 
Elfrida?” 

“Pardon me, that is my 
secret ; and though you have 
deemed it a duty to confess, 

feel as yet no disposition ' 
to follow your example.” 

“You have no contidence 


in Brown and me? 

“Pardon me again, I have 
the fullest confidence in you 
both ; but I have not asked 
to know your secrets, seck 
not to know mine.” 

“Tis only right, De 
Smythe, ‘tis only right,” 
said Brown, speaking for 
the first time. “1, too, have 
my secrets — some tritles of 
deer stealing, convictions for 
fortune telling, and = such 
like petty misdemeanours ; 
but all things like that, since 
I have a respectable bank 
account, present no attrac. 
tions for me. Let us respect 
one another as herctofure, 
and pull in the oof.” 

“Oof —phaw!” said 
John De Smythe; “what 
care I for oof, if my love 
be false?” 

“You may get another 
with it,” said Brown, with 


should you not go to 


“Never! snid le omytiie, bitterly, 


it is to love,” said Jones, with a sigh, “Well, perhaps not, butt 
know what it is to hate, at least,” continued Jones, as he clutched 


his hands fiercely. 


(To be continued nert iver.) 


10 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAYs (Saturday, February 3, 13%. 


THR “F.O.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. . A WRONG COMPLEXION. 


pet SING 


BE phe fe tae ° Ce 
Tile GaANS She. I dreamt about you last night. 
ee He. Good ! 


‘She. It was the cold pork I had for supper that did it. 


——=. 
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to the City company of that name, however. But ought to. ZF 
P k making spectac . Let 
of the worshi members put together. And the master { , SAVED. 


that fact at school. But wouldn't mind laying 100 to 4 to run it Ethel. George told me yesterday that there was not another girl in London with a complexion like minc The finding of Lond Bob on Primrose Will by the 
up in less than a month. Is of extremely modest and retiring Edith. How mean! I've scen several worse. Friends of Men, A. &. and Snatcher, 
8 


manner, “birth did not create any particular amount of excite CHEERING HIM UP A BIT. 


- —, 


pectel. Began 
seventeen. And has alrevly completed the job. To his own 
satisfaction. And the public's, Chiefly because he built Con- 
stantinople in London he was created F.O.S., and the ‘Sloper 
Award of Merit’ presented to him January 13th, 1894."— 
Debrett Improved. 


fiude Callboy. Please, Mr. Hi Me 
the part of a clothes 


(1) “Whoop! Hooray, old cock! How's yourself?" bellowed the cheerful you the verse I know of ‘Daisy’ a few dozen times, and you can join in the ‘coal- 
Dounder, bursting in upon his friend Cheapside, who was suffering from influenza, box.’ Here goes."——(5) But it was the lnst straw. The first burst of thrilling 
“Just dropped in to cheer you up a bit, hey?” “Go away,” replied Cheapside; “I melody recalled ing which were fast drifting into the unknown, 
want to diec."——(2) “*Die’! Pooh!” shouted Bounder. “Rouse up, you ob and, concentrating all the forces of his being in one mighty effort of raze andl hatred, 
croaker !"" and he bestowed a hearty slap on the back upon the shattered wreck.—(3) _ the persecuted Cheapside leaped upon his well-meaning tormentor, and hurled him to 
“ Now, let’s have no blooming nonsense! You're as right as rain! Stick your tile the ground. But the exercise did him a world of good. He's got rid of the influenza 
on and come out for a razzie-dazzle along o’ me !—(4) “ What !—you won't, ch ? altogether, and he is out and about again now, and Bounder has had lis nose mended, 
Well then, I'll try the power of music to soothe your savage breast—see? I'll give but there is a certain coolness between them all the same. 


THE FLIGHT OF FANCY. GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. SATISFACTORY IN EVERY WAY. 


COMPOSERS COMICALLY COMMUNICATED. 
No, 6—Trottaire. + 


hy 
Vi) We, 
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Snodgrass. Poon iads!—so young and so dreadfully depraved. 
Thavea coogi showing Ke sin of warbling: aa ; 

Chorus of aved. Stow that, guv'nor, let's go man out « to sh wi ., Bowler.” 
for two's o' “ Unsweetened ;” your nuse looks as though it wanted The Corbett Mitchell fight as it might have been. No fear of ee eek ners tae ate eet 
a drop o’ cmbrocation. objection, and a good:boom for the new flying machine. Lyaia you, It’s meat and drink to me to sce a fool.” 
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